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for a pound of coffee or marshmallow or candy, or at
Max Factor's shop or Elizabeth Arden's to change a
pancake make-up from rachel to sum'r tan. But all this
is superficial evidence of the change. There is a more
fundamental change of outlook which is more than
skin-deep and more noticeable than the change from
rachel to sum'r tan.                                                       I
Outside my house one morning a cab pulled up a
few yards from where I was standing. There were two
American officers in it, a captain and a lieutenant. The
latter was engaged in a frantic discussion with the driver
who did not seem to understand where the lieutenant
wanted to be driven.
There was a bus stop near where the cab had pulled
up at which an Indian college girl was waiting. She
was trimly dressed in a clean white cotton sari with her
hair neatly combed. She carried books under her arm.
The lieutenant turned to her and said, "Excuse me,
lady, do you speak English?' *
The girl indicated she did.
"Could you kindly tell this driver to take me where
I want to go?'*
The girl interpreted for him. The driver understood.
The lieutenant was grateful. He said, "Thanks, lady.
I just can't get these natives to understand a goddamn
thing."
"You don't speak his language," the girl replied,
coldly. "And get this straight, we are all natives here."
The bearded Sikh cabdriver, who had pricked his
ears to follow the trend of the conversation, suddenly
woke up and said, "Ah! Native! I native, she native,
all native. Native very good." Then he laughed heartily
and said to the American lieutenant, "Umrican, bloody